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	1. Chapter 1

**Story: Starting Over**

**Synopsis: Hermione and Ron's marriage fails after the miscarriage of their first child. Several months later she is given the chance to try and start over. Will she take it? Can a new love mend the pain of an old one, or are there some scars that never heal?**

**Rating: M**

**Pairing: Draco/Hermione**

**Disclaimer: I am not profiting from this story. Anything you recognize belongs to the great and mighty JKR.**

**Warning: Late term pregnancy loss, scenes of a sexual nature, mild violence**

**Chapter One: A New Neighbor**

The moving boxes outside of the apartment next to Hermione's were no reason for alarm at first glance. Her neighbour, the elderly lady who had brought her cookies and bottles of wine for the first six months of her stay in her flat as a result of her late nights up crying had left the flat in favour of a bedroom in her son's home. Hermione had been expecting a new neighbour for nearly two weeks, so the sight of the boxes was actually more cause for interest than concern.

She first laid eyes on them after her morning trip down to the lobby to grab her post and saw nothing out of the ordinary. She watched as a man appeared in the hall with a box in hand, ignored her presence, and walked inside the open door. She waited for him to return empty handed and watched as he disappeared again. She was familiar with this fashion of 'mover' now. It was humourous to think of a truck trying to make it's way down Diagon Alley to their building, so the 'movers' used Apparition to get the job done in the wizarding world.

Hermione watched for a few minutes hoping to catch sight of her new neighbour but was unsuccessful. After walking into her own flat, she sat at the counter in her kitchen as she read through her mail and ate her breakfast. There was nothing of interest in the stack of bills or her copy of The Daily Prophet. She flipped through the paper, scanning for any news that seemed important, but it was a slow day. None of the golden trio had made the paper that day. She liked it that way. She'd had enough adventure for several lifetimes. Once she had finished reading, she cleaned her plate and cup and put them both away in the cupboard. She gathered her bag and coat and headed towards the door to leave for work at the Ministry of Magic where she was in the Department for the Regulation and Control of Magical Creatures.

When she pulled the front door open, Hermione was startled by the sight that greeted her. A man was standing in her doorway, hand raised as if he was about to knock on her door. His mouth had fallen open, she assumed in shock as hers had done much the same thing for that very reason. As she watched, some of his blonde hair fell down to just above his grey eyes. His hand fell back to his side.

"I thought you married Weasley. Shouldn't you be in that hovel of a thing they call a house?" he asked her, and she felt her nose upturn at his drawl. She knew her eyes had narrowed, and her lips were pursed as she watched him.

Hermione shut the door to her apartment behind her. She didn't even like talking about the life she used to have with Harry, Ginny, Neville, or Luna. She certainly wasn't going to get into it with Draco Malfoy when she knew very well that he must have read about it in the papers or heard the gossip. Their divorce had hardly been a quiet affair. "Can I help you with something?" she asked as he took a step backward to make the space between them more acceptable.

"No, I was just trying to meet my neighbour, Weasley." She closed her eyes briefly as he threw the past at her again.

"It's Granger. So, does this mean that is you moving in next door?" She did not change her tone from the monotonous wave it had taken on.

"It does indeed ... Granger," he said, placing a significant emphasis on her name. Hermione forced a tight smile.

"Well, isn't that just wonderful. It will be just like old times back at Hogwarts." She moved past him to the place where his movers had been appearing this morning.

Hermione continued down the stairs to the lobby of their building and straight over to the fireplace. She quickly grabbed a pinch of floo powder and cried, "Ministry of Magic." Hermione walked out into the morning rush of people hurrying to work. She smiled kindly at a few people who greeted her and headed for the atrium, which she took the fourth level. She walked swiftly to her office to find her assistant had not yet arrived. Hermione unlocked her office and stepped inside, closing the door behind her again, locking it from the inside. She fell back against it and took several long, deep breaths.

It had been a year since anyone had called her Weasley. Her divorce had been plastered across every Wizarding newsprint she knew of. The intentional jab hurt more than she would have imagined, especially coming from him. She hadn't seen Malfoy since before … before she had lost Rose.

Hermione placed her palm over her stomach as silent tears rolled down her cheeks, imaging what it had felt like nearly two years ago when it had been swelled with her child. She had carried their daughter for seven months, done everything the right way, read every book, but it had been in vain. She had slipped on stairs, fallen, and everything had changed.

At first, they thought everything was fine, but Ron insisted they go see the healer at St. Mungo's. He had given them-them the terrible, life-changing news with a wave of his wand. She had watched as his smile became a frown as his face had fallen. Hermione could never, as long as she lived, imagine another pain as cruel and heartbreaking as giving birth to her lifeless child. Now, try as she might, she couldn't imagine her stomach swelled with the extra weight of a child. She used to be able to see it clearly, but it seemed as distant as her dreams.

She had left Ron. They had tried, but …

Something had been broken. They turned away from each other when they should have been relying on each other. She could still remember the day that her divorce had been finalised. She had gone down to grab the post like she did every morning, and the small details on the envelope had made it clear it was the papers she had been expecting from the Ministry for over a week. It was addressed to her full name. It was clearly marked with two stamps promoting that the package was 'confidential' and 'urgent.' Her lawyer's name was in the corner as the sender.

She had ripped the seal and there they were. The pieces of parchment that would end her marriage to her best friend. It had been sixty-eight days since she had sent her intent to the Ministry and they had been able to get the process rushed because they were high profile and Hermione had already moved out by that point. It had been pure hell.

After that, Ron had kept their flat in London and she had taken the sofa. How could Draco Malfoy even begin to imagine what her life had been life the past few years or how much his words would shake her to her core? With a heavy sigh, Hermione wiped at her face, waved her wand to clear the tears, and unlocked the door to her office.
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It was twelve thirty that same day when Hermione looked up to see Harry leaning against her door frame and staring at her intently. "How are you today?" he asked and she shrugged.

"I have a new neighbour. I think you know him. Goes by ferret to his good friends." She looked back down at her work and waited for Harry to remember the event to which she was referring and then listened as his laughter filled the room.

"That's horrible, Hermione," he said as he walked over to her desk. He sat atop it, right next to her and handed her an envelope. She eyed it uneasily and took it with the same reluctance. She put the letter in a drawer at the bottom of the right side of her desk and ignored it as it fell atop the rest of the identical, unopened letters also hidden there. "This is just the thought of an old has been Chosen One, but perhaps you should open one."

"No. I can't do that." She told him simply, and he accepted her rejection with the air of someone who had taken this response many times before. "So, is Ginny going to make it today?" she asked as she pushed away from her desk and grabbed her purse. He shook his head and held the door open for her.

"Just you and me," he said. They walked out of the room together as Harry's head bobbed to invisible music only he could hear. She remembered being that happy once and was instantly happy for and jealous of her best friend. He had two sons now. James and Albus, who Ginny had been pregnant with when she had lost Rosie. They were the most precious little godsons she could have asked for, but she had already sensed a bit of a troublesome quality in James. Apparently George had also discovered this quality and began to produce toddler safe trouble making items. Ginny had put her foot down and told him that James wasn't to touch a single one until he was, at least, three years old, but this didn't really stop George from trying to entice his nephew.

"How's Ron?" Hermione asked Harry as they sat down to eat.

Harry let out a sigh and a shrug. "I don't know. Same, I suppose. He's got good days and bad, same as you."

"Ginny said he's seeing someone," she told him bluntly. She hadn't asked Ginny who it was, but she couldn't help but want to know.

Harry suddenly looked uneasy. "Yeah, he is. It's odd really, he's been out with Lavender a few times."

"I guess he never got over that wonderful emotional connection they shared back in sixth year," Hermione said sarcastically as they looked over their menus.

Harry shrugged again but didn't speak. He always waited for her to end this part of the conversation. He never supplied her a way out.

"How are the boys?" She asked finally a few minutes later after they had placed their orders.

"You mean since you saw them four days ago?" They both laughed, but he answered her question anyway. "They are great. Ginny's exhausted, I'm exhausted, James is a crazy energy machine. Too bad he can't loan us some every once in awhile. Albus is so quiet, calm, calculating. He's a nice break from the chaos of his older brother. So, what is this neighbour business? Is it really Malfoy?"

"Yes. It's Malfoy. I just saw him on my way to work and the conversation wasn't exactly thrilling or inviting, but it wasn't nearly as awful as it could have been," she told him reflecting on their morning chat. "He mentioned our divorce. I do wonder why it is he's moved into my apartment building of all places though."

"I heard from Neville that he and Pansy Parkinson split recently. He probably wanted a place near the bank."

"I forgot he's working for them now," Hermione admitted, a bit ashamed at this forgotten knowledge. "What exactly is it he does for them?" She asked and watched Harry shrugged yet again.

"Runs the Ministry accounts, but I only know that cuz I have to deal with him over them. He's pretty quiet about most things these days. I know he and Parkinson split cuz Hannah was working at the Leaky and Pansy was in for a drink with Daphne Greengrass and Malfoy came in and went nuts. Apparently she'd been cheating on him for a while and he'd just found out. That's gotta be rough. Outside of that, if I didn't know him better I'd suspect a change of heart in him, but we both know that's next to impossible." Harry laughed loudly.

"I'll second that." Hermione agreed, remembering the way he'd rubbed her name in that very morning.
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When Hermione returned home that evening she paused for a single moment at her door to look at the one next to it. It didn't seem to be hiding any dark evil force, but it was possible that Draco Malfoy was standing behind that very door at that very moment staring into the corridor at her.

At the thought, she hurried to place her wand against her door and opened it. When she walked into the room she took in the familiar scene of her home and felt the rush of loneliness that always seemed to swallow her after the door shut behind her.

Her thoughts moved back to Ron and she immediately chided herself. They had been divorced for a year, separated for more than that, and she had left him. It was acceptable that he was dating. It was nearly unacceptable that she wasn't. Ginny and Luna were constantly bothering her about it. It wasn't that she didn't have some nice offers, after all, she was Hermione Granger. She had helped save the world nine years ago. She was the most brilliant witch of her age. She wasn't a beauty, but she was pretty in her own right.

She had offers sure enough, but none of them seemed right. It hadn't been that way with Ron. With Ron, she'd always known. She knew for years that they were meant to be before she'd kissed him over discarded basilisk fangs during that fateful battle at Hogwarts. It had been an inevitable force that had thrust them together, and now she could never have that again. Truth be told she was terrified of dating. She didn't really think she would be any good at it, and she doubted that she could ever be serious with anyone the way she was with Ron. She certainly didn't want any more children. Most men she knew that were serious about pursuing her wanted the whole package. Hermione Granger no longer had the whole package she had a broken heart, a lonely soul, and a bitter womb. Who would ever want to love that?
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**Chapter Two: The Estranged Wife**

The next few weeks passed in the same fashion Hermione had become accustomed to living out her days since she had moved into her flat. She woke early, went to work, spent the evening at home working or at Harry and Ginny's doting on her godsons, and then she went home to bed. If not for the sense of impending doom that seemed to greet her every time she laid eyes on the door of the next apartment down the hall, Hermione would have hardly noticed a change at all. She hadn't seen Malfoy once, and she was very grateful for this. She had even begun to hope that he had decided to find another apartment building, but three weeks after his arrival the owls were still dropping post for him into his box. It wasn't that she cared enough to check, she just happened to notice as she was gathering her own letters. This was precisely what she was doing when the second unwelcome Slytherin from the past collided with her life in the form of a shrill voice outside the building.

Hermione spun to see what all the commotion was about and instantly regretted her decision. The noise was coming from a skinny, brunette woman wearing blue robes that seemed to move around her like water instead of clothing. "I know that my husband is here," she shrieked at the doorman, Howard.

Hermione couldn't help but be impressed by Howard's staunch stance. He gripped his wand tightly in his right hand making it very clear that he meant to keep the woman, whom Hermione had identified as Pansy Parkinson-Malfoy, out. "I'm sorry, Ma'am. Even if that were the case, you aren't on the guest list of any of our residents, and therefore, I cannot let you in."

Hermione smiled at the thought of her first day in her apartment when she had been asked to create a list of close friends and family. She had thought it was silly at the time, but Howard had explained that they housed several high-profile figures, such as herself, and it was only for their own safety and privacy that they asked for the list.

At this announcement, Pansy flipped her hair, her blazing eyes suddenly stopped at Hermione. Pansy's arm flew out immediately and pointed at the woman. "There! She knows my husband and I. Surely you can let me in."

"Ms. Granger, do you know this woman?" Howard asked, his eyes sliding from Pansy to Hermione.

"Yes, but she's no friend of mine," Hermione answered as she took an immense amount of pleasure in the sneer that spread across Pansy's face.

"Granger, just because you and Weasel are incapable of keeping a marriage together doesn't mean everyone is," Pansy snapped. "Let me in this bloody building to see my husband."

Hermione's rage at Pansy's words made her blood pound in her ears. Why did these idiot Slytherin's make her feel like she was eleven years old and back at Hogwarts? "I'll be sure to let your _husband_ know that when I'm with him tonight." The words slipped out of her mouth before she could stop them, but once they came there was no turning back. "I guess you should have spent less time in Paris leaving poor Draco on his own. Someone had to warm his bed at night."

It was good for Hermione that Howard had his wand at the ready, because Pansy lunged forward and only stopped when Howard flicked the wood in his hand in her direction. For effect, Hermione made a show of grabbing Draco Malfoy's mail from the box next to her own and headed for the lift.

When she reached the ninth floor, Hermione realised the flaw in her extremely terrible plan of making Pansy believe that she was sleeping with her husband. She was now in possession of Malfoy's mail, and he would probably be wanting it. Hoping he would be asleep, Hermione tapped lightly on his door, but a moment later she heard approaching footsteps and the sound of the door clicking open.

The sight that met her was unexpected, but certainly not unpleasant. He was wearing trousers, but his chest was bare and water droplets were sticking to the ends of his hair. Hermione watched him as one droplet fell. She attempted not to follow it, but was betrayed as her eyes watched the droplet move from the end of his blonde hair to his hard shoulder and run down his sleek chest. As she thought about the reality of just what she had strongly suggested to Pansy about those abs, Hermione felt a blush creep up from her chest into her cheeks.

"I grabbed this for you and told your wife we're sleeping together. Have a good day!" she said thrusting the letters into his hand.

She turned for her own door then, but wasn't quite quick enough to escape him. As she placed her wand against her door, he caught up to her. "You want to run that last bit by me again?" he asked her with one brow raised.

She nodded, "Um, well, I was just wishing you a good day, you know being neighbourly. Not something you seem to have a good grasp on."

"How about the bit before that?" he asked, ignoring her jab at his behaviour during their previous meeting.

"Oh." Hermione pushed the door open and walked into her flat, hoping he would go back to his own, but instead he followed her inside. "Ah, well," she began, setting her own mail on the kitchen table. "It seems that your wife desired to visit and things were said, and I may have implied, that we were, well, together."

She expected some sort or explosion or snide comment, but instead he asked, "How did she take the news?" She noticed the slightest upturn at the corner of his mouth. _Was Draco Malfoy fighting off a smile? _

"I simply told her it was natural that you needed someone to warm your bed while she was in Paris." His mouth fell open, and Hermione looked away from him and rushed through the rest of what had happened. "And, well, she tried to attack me, but Howard kept her at bay."

"I didn't think you possible of such disgusting behaviour, Granger," he told her. Malfoy actually laughed then, and Hermione looked back at him, staring in disbelief. "Serves the ruddy bitch right." As he said this, he seemed to become aware of Hermione losing the battle with her eyes, which were trailing another drop of water down his chest. "I guess I should be going then," he told her simply. "Thanks for grabbing this."

He waved the mail in his hand at her and with a click of the door, he was gone, leaving Hermione to marvel in the fact that Pansy would want to cheat on such a body. Her French boyfriend must have been downright godly. Then, Hermione remembered whom the chest she had been ogling belonged to and found herself chastising her own foolishness for pitying Malfoy. He probably gave as good as he got in their marriage. He certainly always had at school.

XXX

That evening, Hermione finished her work earlier than usual due to her dinner plans with Harry and Ginny. Harry had told her earlier it was to discuss a serious matter, but try as she might, Hermione had been unsuccessful at getting it out of him. To her surprise, when Hermione emerged from her office that night, Malfoy was chatting with her assistant about Quidditch. "Hello, Granger," he said, smiling at her. It was unnerving. That morning he had laughed and now he was smiling.

"See you tomorrow, Ms. Granger," her assistant waved as he walked away from the pair of them.

"Have a good night, Mr. Kraus," she told him.

"He's a nice fellow," Malfoy told her.

"Hello, Malfoy," she said uncertainly, feeling instantly suspicious of his motives showing up at her work. "Do you need something?"

"I thought I would invite you to dine and get drunk with me tonight to thank you for this morning."

Hermione was taken aback for a minute. This was the absolute last thing she had been expecting. She sputtered for a moment, but soon found her voice, "Don't you have friends?" He looked affronted, and she realised a moment too late how absolutely rude she sounded and covered her mouth with her fingers.

"Of course, I have friends," he answered her as if she was ridiculous. "Unfortunately, most of my friends are married to her friends and refuse to say a word about her in fear that it will end them up in the same place I am now."

"Of course. I'm sorry," Hermione said, suddenly reminded of the months of despair and the loneliness that still followed her after her own divorce. It would have been nice to have someone who wasn't a friend of Ron's. "Well, I have to go to Harry and Ginny's for dinner, but maybe after," she said noncommittally.

"Sounds good," Malfoy told her and began to walk away.

She felt guilty as she watched him move away from her. She couldn't imagine just showing up at Gringott's and asking him for dinner or a drink. She couldn't imagine how she would feel if he had said no. "Malfoy?" she stepped forward and called after him. "I was going to walk from the Apparition point, do you want to head there together?"

He looked as surprised by her invitation as she had felt about his, but he gave her a one-sided grin. "Sure," he replied.

They walked, mostly in silence, but with a few attempts at light conversation along the way. At times the silence was uncomfortable, and Hermione chided herself that she must be one of the dumbest people alive for inviting him to walk home with her.

"So, you work at Gringott's?"

"Yeah."

"What do you do for them?"

"I work closely with the Ministry. Mostly the Minister and his financial advisor's."

"Oh, that must be interesting."

"It's okay."

The silence became thick.

"So, Potter had a couple kids now?"

"Two boys."

"Hmm."

Hermione kept quiet as the silence between questions became almost unbearable.

"His wife was on the Harpies, yeah?"

"Yeah. She was very good, I'm told."

"You don't follow Quidditch?"

"No."

Luckily, it was a short walk after the apparition, and they reached their flats without any great event, besides the raising of an eyebrow from Howard. Hermione found her thoughts and words from the morning racing back, making her cheeks tinge pink again at what Howard must have thought of them. By the time Hermione reached her door, she was very glad she had plans with Harry and Ginny.

"See you, Granger," Malfoy told her as he walked past her. He pressed his wand against his door to unlock it, and disappeared behind it without a backwards glance. Hermione followed his example and wondered what on earth could ever convince her to go to his flat for drinks.
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**Chapter Three: A Reason to Drink**

Hermione arrived at Harry and Ginny's at eight o'clock that evening. She ignored their uneasy glances and instead hugged them each in turn before inquiring about the location of her godsons.

"Oh, we put the boys to bed early tonight. They had a long day," Harry told her as they walked towards the kitchen.

Hermione nodded her understanding. "It's okay. I suppose the two of you appreciate every moment of adult time you get these days."

When they reached the kitchen, Ginny flicked her wand and steaming bowls and plates of food moved from several odd places in the kitchen onto the table, while Harry grabbed two of the bottles of wine Dudley had given him and Ginny for their last anniversary. "I didn't want to leave Al before, but I think he's old enough now. My mum's dying to keep them both overnight. I don't think she realizes how much energy it takes to keep them both happy that long."

"She raised seven children, Gin," Harry managed through a laugh. "I think we would be leaving them in capable hands. We should plan a night out, Hermione. It's just what we all need."

Hermione sipped at her wine and ate with her friends. She enjoyed their easy conversations and their acceptance of her. She didn't have to worry about their motives or the way they saw her. They loved her. Hermione looked forward to these moments of peace with them, which didn't occur nearly enough for her. They, along with her parents, had kept her going when it seemed like everything was so lost. She loved her work and she buried herself in it to avoid thinking about Ron or her daughter. Inevitably those times came when she couldn't hold on any longer, and these people were the only lifeline she had.

She had all but forgotten about her awkward walk home when Ginny brought up Malfoy. "Have you seen any more of the ferret lately?" she asked with a smirk that nearly reminded Hermione of her new neighbor.

"Oh," Hermione felt a blush that had nothing to do with her wine rise into her cheeks. "Yes."

"Something's happened!" Ginny laughed, and Harry frowned.

"Has he done something?" he asked seriously.

"Not him. Me," she told them as they were finishing their desserts. "Pansy Parkinson showed up at our building today and Howard wouldn't let her in."

"She wasn't on Malfoy's list?" Ginny said in feigned shock while Harry laughed. "She must have really pissed him off, what with her cheating on him and everything. He's totally overreacting."

"No, she wasn't on the list. So you know what she did? She noticed me, and expected me to tell Howard to let her in!"

"No!" Harry said, his eyes watering from laughter.

"Yeah, I know! So, of course, I said no. She said something about how just because my marriage was over didn't mean theirs was, and I … well I may have suggested I would make sure to tell that to Draco while I was sleeping with him tonight … or something like that."

Ginny snorted, Harry choked on his cake, and Hermione took a long pull of her wine as she looked awkwardly away from the pair of them.

"You did not!" Ginny said in disbelief. Hermione nodded.

"I did. I don't know what came over me. I've never said anything so terrible in my life. I just couldn't handle that look on her face. I grabbed his mail, just to prove a point, and left her to deal with Howard. She tried to attack me! He had to keep her out with his wand." She tried to make it sound like what she had done was a normal reaction, but her embarrassment still flared in her cheeks.

"What did you do with his mail?" Ginny asked with a giggle. Harry had crossed his arms and was still frowning at her.

"I took it to him and told him what I'd done. He thought it was great, and even asked me over for dinner tonight." Hermione thought it appropriate to leave out the fact that he was only half dressed when she talked to him that morning. She also neglected to mention that he had come all the way to the ministry to ask her to eat dinner with him.

Harry stared at her. "Draco Malfoy asked you to dinner?"

"Yes."

"Maybe something has changed him."

"You know," Ginny said, with a mischievous smile, "I saw Malfoy at Gringotts a couple months ago. He is quite a handsome bloke these days." Harry turned to her and stared in disbelief. "Not as handsome as you, of course, love." Ginny kissed him then, and Hermione felt the pang of longing shoot through her again. It wasn't that she wanted Ron, so much as she wanted someone to love and care about her again.

"He's been decent when I've seen him, but that doesn't mean you should go have dinner with him. He's still Malfoy," Harry chided.

"Well, I clearly didn't go, so I wouldn't worry about him too much. Anyway, what is it you two needed to talk to me about?" she asked, hoping to change the subject. Harry and Ginny both sobered at her question. She saw something that looked very much like pity in the lines of their faces, and she frowned as her heart began to race. "What is it? Is he all right?"

"He's fine," Harry told her. "Only we just thought we should tell you some things that are happening with him right now."

"What sort of things?" Both Harry and Ginny were silent for an entire minute and she asked her question again, "What sort of things?"

"He's... well... Lavender is moving into the flat." She stared at him and waited for him to laugh.

"Our flat? The flat we bought together after we found out I was pregnant?" Harry nodded and she let her elbows rest against the table as her face fell into her hands. Then a conversation she'd had with Harry just two weeks ago came floating back to her. She remembered Harry's uneasy look and then his words; _he's been out with Lavender a few times._ "You told me they'd only been out a few times," she said letting her hands fall back to her lap, her eyes looking straight at Harry.

"I know. I thought that was the case, but it seems they've been pretty serious for a while now, and he just didn't want to say anything."

She knew from his expression he hadn't known, but she still couldn't believe the words. "Pretty serious? She's moving into _our _flat! I would say that's pretty serious. How could he do that? We were going to be a family there."

"I'm so sorry, Hermione." Ginny had tears in her eyes and that is when Hermione knew there was more. Ginny was one of the strongest people Hermione knew. She never cried easily.

"What else do you have to tell me?" she croaked, the words catching in her throat.

"Lavender's … she's … pregnant," Ginny whispered, the words like poison on her tongue. This was too much for Hermione to take in. She stood up from the table and grabbed her bag.

"I've got to go," she told them, hurrying from the room.

"Hermione!" Harry yelled as she heard his chair scrape against the floor. He caught up with her at the front door and held her against his shoulder as she began to cry. "He wanted to tell you himself, but I thought you would need some time. I'm so sorry." He rocked her against him and she moved backwards, forcing him to release her.

"I need to go home, Harry. I'll talk to you tomorrow okay?"

"Will you be alright? You can stay here." She saw the worry etched in his face and glanced to the hall where Ginny was watching them, tears still falling silently down her cheeks.

"No, I think I need to be alone. I'll talk to you tomorrow though. I'll be fine I promise," she told him and turned to leave.

Once she had arrived back at her flat, Hermione stood in front of the door to her flat for nearly ten minutes. She was holding her wand, but she had yet to press it against the wood to be admitted. She didn't want to go inside. She didn't want to be in the rooms where she had spent every day since her divorce. She couldn't bear to see the table where she ate alone. She couldn't bear to see the bed she slept in alone. She couldn't bear to see the shower she had used to cover the sounds of her sobs. She didn't want to be alone anymore. She was so tired of being alone.

Ron wasn't alone. He was with Lavender. Of all the witches in the world … And she was pregnant. She was going to have a baby. Ron's baby. Ron was going to get to be a father. He was going to be an incredible father. Hermione had always known that he would be.

But, she wasn't going to get to be a mother. She was going to keep being alone, and she couldn't bear the thought of that anymore, especially when the person Ron hated most in the world was just next door. He was sort of expecting her. She knew it was wrong and petty and possibly self-destructive, but she didn't care. Ron was having a baby, and she would be damned if she spent another night with her shower running to cover her sobs.

Hermione took a step back from her door, turned, and began walking again. A moment later, she slid her wand into her pocket and reached her hand up to knock on Malfoy's door.

XXX

Draco was finishing his dishes from dinner when he heard the knock. He figured it had to be Granger as she was the only person who could get into this building who would have a reason to knock on his door this late at night. It was odd since he hadn't actually been expecting her. Their walk back from the ministry had been awkward, and she had seemed weird about the whole thing anyway. He'd spent most of the night wondering what in the world had compelled him to show up at her office like that. He just … he'd been so glad to know for once that someone had put Pansy in her place. Someone had been able to hopefully make her feel one ounce of the betrayal he had felt when he had discovered that she was sleeping with someone else. Hermione wouldn't have been his first choice of companion, but in retrospect, they seemed to have a lot in common these days, so he'd decided to just go for it and see if she would like to go to dinner. When she had turned him down, he hadn't really been surprised, but he had been disappointed.

The knock on the door had him curious, wondering if perhaps she had changed her mind, so he set his wand in his pocket and went to open the door. He could hear her moving around outside for a moment before he turned the knob, and then she stood before him, biting her lip.

His immediate thought was that she had been attacked, but there was no sign of any sort of struggle. Her clothing seemed to be in place, but she seemed tired. Not tired in the sense that she needed a nap, but tired in the sense that she needed a new life. Her face was red and it was clear to him that she had been crying at some point in the recent past. "Are you alright?" he asked as he stepped aside so that she could move into the flat. She did so, shuffling more than walking.

"No. Earlier you mentioned getting drunk. Still want to do that?" she asked him, and he could tell she was dead serious. It was clear that she was having a rough night.

"I suppose I could still handle getting drunk. I know why I'm drinking, but what's your story?" Draco led the way to the kitchen. He pulled a large bottle of Firewhiskey from the cupboard and considered glasses, but figured she wouldn't really need one, so he handed her the bottle.

"Ron and Lavender are having a baby, and she's moving into _our _flat," she told him and then took a drink of the firewhiskey. She flinched as it slid down her throat, but she took another drink as soon as the first was down.

"Sounds like a hell of a reason to me. I'll be drinking because my wife was cheating on me for all but the first three months of our marriage." He took the bottle from her and held it to his lips, pouring the liquid into his mouth. It burned on the way down, but it only served as a reminder that he was still here, still feeling, still living.

"I get jealous when I see Harry and Ginny together. They love each other in a way that could have survived what happened to me and Ron and I just … it's awful." He handed her back the bottle and watched her drink again. It didn't seem to bother her as much this time.

"I'll drink to that. Happy couples make me sick." He threw back the firewhiskey again. "How about; I'm one of the richest men in the wizarding world, and I'm hiding from my soon to be ex-wife in this apartment building, because I can't go to the house I just bought for us without her showing up to grovel." They had found a rhythm now, passing the bottle back and forth easily as they spoke.

"I'm one of the brightest witches alive. I've passed more legislation to benefit magical creatures in the last five years than anyone has in the past five centuries. _And_ I live in this apartment building because I hate being around new people. And I'm terrified of dating. He's having a baby, and I haven't even gone on a date." The bottle slipped easily into her hands and to her lips.

"Pansy was the only girl I ever dated. It seems an awful waste of my youth."

"I've never really dated anyone but Ron either."

"I hate my friends. They all remind me of a life I no longer belong in."

"I miss Hogwarts and classes and our professors. I miss the adventure. I never thought I would say that, but I do. And I miss being the bookworm. I miss our 'Golden Trio.'"

"I don't miss the bloody Golden Trio." He laughed at her, and she smiled. He liked the way that making a woman smile again made him feel. "I miss Quidditch and Dumbledore and potions and even bloody Snape."

"Harry and Ginny named their son after them both."

Draco actually snorted at that. "That's fairly noble of them, as always."

"I miss my daughter," Hermione said softly, and he felt like he had to say something equally as serious, but he didn't have anything.

"I wish I had children. Maybe that would have made my marriage better." He'd wondered so many times. What if he and Pansy had had a baby? She probably still would have … well … it was probably best that they didn't.

"That's a horrible reason to have children." Hermione looked offended at the very notion of him and Pansy having a baby.

"Yeah, well I was always a horrible person, wasn't I?"

"You didn't stay on their side. I mean you didn't exactly hug Harry and print up the Order of the Phoenix badges, but that must count for something." He could tell she was reaching, possibly rewriting history a bit, but he appreciated the effort.

"Yeah, I suppose it counts that my family desired nothing more than being alive once it was over." He and his parents were lucky they hadn't ended up in Azkaban. Potter had actually spoken for them. He wasn't supposed to know that, but Kingsley had told him a few years back.

"I think that's what everyone wanted," Hermione said.

"I saw so many people killed and tortured. You wouldn't believe the things I saw in my own home of all places."

"You wouldn't believe the things we saw that last year either. His damn snake became an old lady for Merlin's sake."

"Merlin, that snake." He shook his head, which was a mistake. His vision blurred and his thoughts jumbled. "I think I'm very on my way to drunkenness," he told her as he slid to the floor. He crossed his legs as his eyesight began to focus, but the fog around his brain remained.

"I think we're both arriving at drunkenness." Hermione slid down next to him and they both leaned against the cabinets, still passing the bottle. "You ever wonder if things could have been different?"

"What sort of things?" he asked her, as he noticed that her skirt had ridden up as she moved to sit next to him and a healthy amount of her thigh was revealed. He could think of nothing more thrilling than the idea of putting her on the counter and feeling the skin of her thighs beneath his hands as he moved inside of her. The thought that she was Hermione Granger seemed to float somewhere in the recesses of his brain, but it didn't seem to mean much under the effects of his best firewhiskey.

"Well, what if there was no Voldemort, you know? I mean I doubt Harry and I would have been friends. He would have been an entirely different boy." Hermione let the empty bottle fall from her hand to the ground and watched it roll away. She rested her head on his shoulder. "Maybe I would have been in Ravenclaw, or something, and you and I could have studied together. Then I could have told you to never ever marry that Parkinson Pansy and we both would have saveded ourselves from horrible marriages."

He couldn't help but scoff at that. Even as smashed as he was getting, there was no way he could accept that lame story she'd just attempted to tell. "That's an awful scenario. There is no way it would have happened that way."

"Oh yeah! Well, what would have happened, you big smart tough Slythering guy?" She pulled her head up from his shoulder and stared into his eyes.

There was a moment of hesitation where he considered the fact that she was clearly plastered beyond all normal thought,that she was emotionally damaged and that she had been crying and possibly drinking before she arrived. In the end, Draco decided he could blame it all on the Firewhiskey in the morning. He pressed his lips against hers in a hungry fervor. He made no move to be gentle; instead he deepened the kiss instantly, moving his tongue around hers as if to pull her very soul from her body.

From there it was a mess of limbs as they fought with each other for the ends of clothing that needed to be removed immediately. He'd never been with Pansy like this. It was always soft and gentle, because that is what he thought she wanted. They always took the time to move back to the bedroom, no matter where they were, and he always spent the majority of the time making sure she was ready and enjoying herself. He'd been passionate and careful, with her.

As he watched Hermione fumble with her trousers, he lowered her to his kitchen floor, and he couldn't help but think that if he'd been presented with this opportunity during their marriage he might have cheated too. There were no tender touches, carefully placed kisses, or awkward first time pauses. Instead, he simply helped her shove her trousers off as quickly as possible and then let her push his down with his pants.

Hermione's back hit the floor, and she gripped his shirt, pulling him down onto her. He clenched her hair tightly in one hand while the other supported him. Hermione's teeth grazed across his lip, and her tongue slid into his mouth. She tasted like firewhiskey and chocolate, and her hand gripped him, guiding his tip to her core. She arched against him, and he was lost to the world of heat between her thighs. All that mattered was moving inside of her, while she moaned the sweetest sounds he'd ever heard into his ear, and her nails dug into his back.
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End file.
